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Watch Where You Stick It 


been watching a lot of bas- 

ketball lately, and this is driv- 
ing me crazy. 

You know when the cheer- 
leaders are standing on the side 
of the court, and one of the guy 
cheerleaders raises up one of the 
girl cheerleaders over his head, 
is he putting his hand where I 
think he’s putting his hand? 

I mean, not that I really 
wanna think about it, but how 
come they can do this game after 
game, week after week, and the 
announcers always act like it’s 
nothing? You're watching these 
cheerleaders bopping around like 
crazy, and the announcer says 
something like, “I used to have 
energy like that,” and then they 
dosome splits and the announcer 
says, “That Tiger Yell Squad is 
one of the best in the country, 
winner of many competitions,” 
and then they do these Super 
Crotch Lifts where the girl is up 
there at cumulo-nimbus level, 
and the guy has an expression on 
his face like he just called an 
escort service, and she’s up there 
twisting around like Madonna 
on European cable, and the an- 
nouncer says... nothing. Abso- 
lutely zippo. Straight back to the 
game. 

Now I know what people are 
gonna say. “Joe Bob, that’s not 
what you think. You’re just being nasty about it. 
That’s not where the hand is.” 

But lemme stop you right there. Thanks to the 
invention of the VCR single-frame crawl, I can say 
this with absolute conviction. The hand is not where 
you think it should be. The hand is in a place where, 





Vivien Schilling spends most of her time in a nightgown, run- 
ning from the wild wolves of Malibu, in the strange Virtual 
Reality anthology, Future Shock. 


if you were under the gymnasium bleachers, instead 
of out in front of em, it would be called date rape, you 
know what I mean? 

Sometimes the girls wear little flopdoodle skirts 
that are supposed to cover it up, but actually they 
just stimulate the imagination a little more. And 


thanks to the ESPN hand- 
held mini-cam, it never 
matters anyhow, because 
those cameramen are down 
at about shoelace level, 
groveling on the gym floor, 
shooting straight up at a 
90-degree angle, so that if 
Grandma sees it, she just 
thinks, “Oh, isn’t that an 
interesting angle,” but if 
we see it, we say, “There 
goes that guy Vinnie that 
works for ESPN. He’s at it 
again.” 

Believe me, I don’t 
think there’s anything 
wrong with it. But I worry 
about myself, when I’m the 
only guy that notices it. 
You know? 

And whatever you do, 
do not tell Senator Simon. 
Please. 

And speaking of great American traditions, 
Vivian Schilling is at it again. Vivian is the gal who 
wrote Soultaker, starred in Soultaker, and carried 
the film cans around with her all over the country 
showing Soultaker, and then she went off to make a 
couple lame-o flicks, and now she’s back where she 
belongs, writing screenplays for her favorite star— 
herself. 
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Bill Paxton is the roommate who just can’t take a hint. 





In this new flick called Future Shock, Vivian isa 
paranoid housewife, left all alone in her big Malibu 
mansion, who finds out that her suspicions are true. 
There are wild wolves killing all the pets and chew- 
ing people’s faces off in the Malibu canyons. And 
then just about the time you get really interested in 
Vivian runnin around the countryside barefoot in 
her nightgown with vicious housewife-eating wolves 
in pursuit, we suddenly find out it was one of those 
Virtual Reality things. Some psychiatrist was point- 
ing a desk lamp with a blue strobe light in it at her 
face, and that made her live out her fears of being 
eaten by snobbish wolves. And then, slowly, it dawns 
on you what’s happened: 

The dreaded anthology movie. 

They don’t even tell you. They don’t even give a 
hint that this is an anthology movie. But they’ve 
taken three stories about people with fears—three 
pretty dang good stories about people with fears— 
and linked em together with a story about an evil 
experiment where they strobe people and make their 
heads explode. 

Of course, they redeem themselves by making 
up agreat segue: “Doctor, your next patient is here.” 

Anyhow, the second story stars Scott Thompson 
as a weenie who works at the morgue making toe 
tags for the bodies. But he runs out of money and has 
to rent out a room to... Bill Paxton, the roommate 
from hell. And the third one stars Sam Clay as a guy 
who watches one of his friends choke to death on a 
martini olive one day, and that makes him into a 
paranoid. Actually, what we’ve got here is a little 
USC Film School Fu. Those guys are always the best 
at getting those student films spliced onto a feature 
somewhere—so a special citation to student film- 


maker Matt Reeves for get- 
ting the job done. 

In other words, it’s one 
of those “phobia” deals— 
short films about fear of 
death, fear of being pushed 
around by bullies, and, of 
course, fear of woman-eat- 
ing wolves. 

I kinda liked it. 

Five dead bodies. Mul- 
tiple wolf attacks. Car bash- 
ing. Head rolls. Gratuitous 
Julie Strain strip act. Mace 
Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for 
Brian Brophy, as the goofy 
morgue attendant who says 
“You can’t choose your own 
death—death chooses you”; 
Hal Alexander, as the goofy 
dad who tries to reassure 
his paranoid son by saying 
“Death is just another part 
of life”; and Vivian Schilling, the wolf-attack survi- 
vor and screenwriter who links herself to the next 
story by saying “My mind turned Sparky into a pack 
of wolves?” 

. Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 






Martin Kove says “Step into my office” 97 dif- 
ferent ways to disguise the fact it’s an anthol- 
ogy film. 


he asks “Is this safe?” 





"/ffyy, Free Junk Gf 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

Killing Spree, Carlito’s Way; We’re Back: A Dinosaur Story; 
Ring of Steel; Showdown; Body Bags; Family Dog; Dazed and 
Confused; For Love or Money; Monolith; King of the Hill; Judgment 
Night; The Real McCoy (2); Heart and Souls; Dragon The Bruce Lee 
Story; Guilty As Charged; Across the Border; Splitting Heirs; 
Tutankhamun’s Egypt, Cop and a Half; Hard Target with Van 
Damme; CB4; Mad Dog and Glory starring Robert DeNiro, Uma 
Thurman & Bill Murray; TC 2000; Street Hitz. 


Republican Alert! 


For the first time in recorded history, a drive- 
in has been closed down before it opened. In 1971, 
Syufy Enterprises bought a 20-acre parcel of land 
at the intersection of Highway 580 and E| Charro 
Road in Livermore, California, intending to de- 
velop it as one of its dozens of drive-ins. You know 
what they did instead? Turned it into one of the 
biggest driving ranges in California. “Drive-ins 
aren't as popular as they used to be,” said Syufy 
President Ray W. Syufy, “and we're always look- 
ing to maximize the return on our property.” It 
gets worse. Listen to Fred Covey, the manager of 
the place: “We hope in the long run to have it be a 
total family fun center.” Ooooooooh, we can’t wait. 
Kerry M. Kerstetter of Fremont reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 


I dont understand “Toys For Guns,” but even more amazing is... 


Vanna White’s Film Career 


H ave you heard about these new “Toys For 
Guns” programs? Evidently they put up a sign 
in the ghetto, telling people to bring in a gun, give it 
to the police, and in return the police will give em a 
toy. 

How could this possibly work? 

I mean, they say it does work, but how 
does it work? 

“T have here an AK-47, and I would 
like to get me one of them Barbie Dream 
Houses and a Big Wheel.” 

I mean, what kinda guy thinks, “Gee 
whiz, what should I do tonight? Welllll, I 
guess I could take this .357 Magnum and 
hold up a Korean grocery store... Il know, 
lll trade it in for a set of Army men. We 
can set em up on a sand pile, and Ill get 
down on the ground and squint at em 
through one eye, and it'll look like a whole 
big Army that’s all my own, and then Ill 
knock em down with my hand and go 
‘Kaplooey.” 

What the heck is going on here? 

This thing started in the Washington 
Heights neighborhood of New York City, 
which is full of Dominican drug dealers. (Maybe 
that’s why it worked. Those drug guys sometimes 
have hundreds of weapons in the back room. By now 
they probly have enormous Lionel train sets that 
look just like the ones at Sears, with Swiss tunnels 
and drawbridges and roundhouses.) 

But just a year earlier, they tried a program that 
handed out cash for guns, and that didn’t work. The 
guys didn’t want cash. They wanted toys. 

“Hey, can I have that shotgun? I’ve been wantin 
one of those electric football sets where all the little 
plastic men run around in circles when you turn it 
on.” 

In fact, what if people start stealin guns so they 
can get Game Boys? What if families start fighting 
over which family member gets to carry the rifle 
downtown and collect the Betsy Wetsy. You know 
what I’m saying here? 

This is giving me a whole new insight into 
America. 

I haven’t figured out what the insight is yet. 
Gimme a little time on this one. 

Speaking of startling modern trends, Vanna 
White continues to pump that movie career for all it’s 
worth with Gypsy Angels, the thrilling story of a 
young Atlanta stripper (you know who) who’s driv- 
ing cross-country when she sees an airplane, be- 
comes disoriented by trying to drive and look at the 


Vanna White as you have never seen her before—or will 
ever want to see her again—in the I-can’t-believe-they- 
made-this love story, Gypsy Angels. 


airplane at the same time, runs off the road, rolls her 
car, and starts screaming “Get me outta here! It’s 
gonna blow 


1” 


So the pilot lands the plane on the 








before it blows. And she falls in love with the guy, 
which is a little hard to understand since he’s a total 
geezer with all the emotion of a carton of Milk Duds, 
but becomes easier to understand when you realize 
he’s also the executive producer of the movie. 

I have to be honest right here at the beginning: 

I’ve never really understood the Vanna White 
thing. I mean, okay, she’s pretty. But we’re talking 
white bread with mayo, aren’t we? Where’s the 
picante sauce, you know what I mean? 

Anyhow, Gypsy Angels is set against the fasci- 
nating backdrop of barnstorming stunt pilots, and 
we all know what that means—hours and hours of 
montage sequences, where we watch these goldang 
planes floatin around in southern Missouri while 
various cast members go “Ain’t she a beauty?” 

This is also one of those movies where people are 
spunky, and they say things like “You know you're 
impossible!” and “If you think you can leave me here, 
you re crazy!” and “Women!” and where the screen- 
writer took his name off the movie, and the director 
is the immortal “Alan Smithee.” (Alan Smithee is the 
name used by directors who have gone into the 
Federal Director Protection Program.) 

And the whole plot is set up so that you’re 
supposed to be waiting an hour and a half to see this 
one great stunt, called the “Over-Under,” which is 
where two cars are launched off ramps in opposite 





directions, and right when they cross in mid-air, an 
airplane flies under em upside down. 

I'd watch that. 

And so they do it in the final scene—and the 
plane gets there about five minutes after the cars 
have already crossed. And they act like it still counts. 

Vanna Vanna Vanna, let’s talk about new man- 
agement, okay, hon? As the poster says, “Vanna as 
you've never seen her before.” 

Or ever want to again. 

All right, rack it up: 

Seven breasts. Three motor vehicle chases, with 
three crashes, two burns. Pesticide dumping. Slow- 
mo pond frolicking. Fistfight. Bar brawl. Exploding 
stunt plane. Gratuitous Lyle Waggoner. Gratuitous 
Richard Roundtree. Featuring the great lounge- 
lizard flying montage, with the song “I Can Fly.” 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Tige 
Andrews, the wise old beat-up stunt pilot in a wheel- 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. 

April 30: The Unnamable II: The Statement of Randolph 
Carter: Julie Strain plays the winged she-demon from hell 
that gets separated from its 300-year-old human host and 
spends the rest of the movie eating the population of Arkham, 
Massachusetts, in this quirky H.P. Lovecraft story full of nice 
performances but ruined by scenes where the monster, like 
Hamlet, fails to act. Mark Kinsey Stephenson is the book- 
worm who decodes the Necronomicon and unleashes the de- 
mon, liberating the beautiful Maria Ford, daughter of the 
warlock who started the whole mess in 1688. John Rhys- 
Davies is great asa dotty professor, and Charles Klausmeyer 
is perfect as the reluctant friend of Stephenson who’s always 
one step behind everyone else. Three and a half stars. (Second 
feature: Amityville 1992: It’s About Time: Real-estate developer 
Stephen Macht brings home an ugly antique clock from a 
subdivision that’s been torn down in Amityville, and pretty soon 
family members are being attacked by rabid dogs, covered with 
black goo, and tossed through various time warps and reality 
vortices. It’s all a little confusing, but saved by the great acting 
of Shawn Weatherly as Macht’s estranged girlfriend, Megan 
Ward as his oversexed teenage daughter, Jonathan Penner 
as the dork psychiatrist boyfriend of Weatherly, and especially 
Damon Martin as the heavy-metal-loving teenage son who’s 
the only family member with a clue as to what’s going on. Three 
stars.) 

May 7: “Slimeball Month,” Joe Bob’s look at the careers of 
the greatest bad-guy scummy actors in the business, kicks off 
with special guest Lance Henriksen, known for his distinctive 
psycho performances in such movies as Stone Cold and Hard 
Target. Henriksen will appear before and after both of his 
movies, Excessive Force and The Pit and the Pendulum. In 
Excessive Force, Thomas Ian Griffith is a kung-fu-happy cop 
who plays jazz piano in James Earl Jones’ bar and tries to 
break the back of the brutal Chicago mob. The gangsters are 
nasty and violent, but Henriksen, as Griffith’s boss and the 
police chief, is nastier. Four stars. The Pit and the Pendulum is 
the best version of the Edgar Allan Poe story ever made, 
thanks to Lance’s performance as Torquemada, and Rona de 
Ricci as Maria. Stuart Gordon, director of Re-Animator, 
includes elements of “Premature Burial” and “Fall of the House 
of Usher” along with the title story, and Oliver Reed is in it for 
about ten seconds. Four stars. 

May 14: Amazon, Wild Orchid II: Two Shades of Blue 


chair who says obnoxious stuff like “Being scared is 
part of the job” and “If you wanna sail big ships, you 
gotta go where the water’s deep”; Gene Bicknell, the 
star and executive producer, for looking like he 
wants to bolt and run throughout the whole movie, 
for sticking it out; and for Vanna, for wearing a gold- 
sequined bra under her clothes at all times, and for 
saying things like “Love me, please, love me” and “He 
lied to me! Jeff promised that he’d always be with 
me!” and “Let me tell you one thing, mister. | am one 
fine stripper, real kinky. You know what I mean? 
You betcha,” and, in her big emotional moment, “No 
more G-strings. Nomore smoky rooms, and potheads, 
and hookers, and those old terrible men, and the 
tassels.” 

One of the finest movies ever made in St. Joseph, 
Missouri. 

One star. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Mk. HATE 
ee. 


by Clarke Blacker 
Hank Williams: Do you like country music? 
I don’t. Wait, that’s not true. I can’t stand the crap 
that most people call country. It reminds me of the 
Dolly Parton/Sylvester Stallone movie Rhinestone. 
Yeccch! But I recently got two volumes of a 
Polygram Records series made with the stated 
purpose of “presenting all of the studio recordings 
of Hank Williams, in chronological order, in origi- 
nal undubbed mono, and remastered for the 
clearest possible sound.” There have been few 
singers or songwriters with the raw power of 
Hank Williams. This series is a perfect way to hear 
him whether you are an old fan or a rank new- 
comer. Volume I, J Ain’t Got Nothin’ But Time, 
was recorded from December 1946 to April 1947. 
Included are session recordings with classic songs 
like “Honky Tonkin’,” “Move It on Over,” and “I 
Saw the Light,” as well as assorted non-session 
and live recordings. Volume IV, I’m So Lonesome 
I Could Cry, covers March 1949 to August 1949. It 
features “You’re Gonna Change (Or I’m Gonna 
Leave),” “My Son Calls Another Man Daddy,” 
“Fool About You,” and “I Just Don’t Like This Kind 
of Living,” as well as the title song. Each disk 
contains extensive notes, dates and locations of 
recordings (if known) and listing of musicians 
known to have played on the early recording 
sessions. Powerful stuff. Mr. Hate gives this one 
five stars. Even if you think you don’t like country 
music, give this series a chance. You can’t help but 
be drawn to his lyrics and straightforward presen- 
tation. [Polygram. Vol. I, 1985. Vol. IV, 1986. ] 





Reviews by the Suspense Thriller Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


C ONSENTING ADULTS 


“Jagged Edge goes to middle-class suburbia” in 
this “well-crafted” erotic thriller “with more angles 
than a protractor,” starring the “stiff? Kevin Kline as 
an “over-gullible” advertising jingle writer whose life 
is totally destroyed when he and his wife get emotion- 
ally seduced by a couple that turn out to be “neighbors 
from hell.” The “terrific” Kevin Spacey is a “smarmy 
con artist” “from a parallel universe” who talks Kline 
into wife-swapping, an arrangement that turns nasty 
when Spacey’s wife turns up dead—and Kline’s wife, 
“convincing” Mary Elizabeth Mastrantonio (“a great 
crier”), says she never heard wife-swapping mentioned. 
“The middle of the film is like something Franz Kafka 
would have dreamed up.” “This is a poorly made movie 
based on an excellent story.” “Kline is better suited for 
comedy.” Three dead bodies. One breast. Louisville 
Slugger Fu. Cast: Forest Whitaker (“gratuitous,” 
“very solid” as an insurance investigator), E.G. 
Marshall (“good” as Kline’s defense lawyer), Rebecca 
Miller (“good” as Spacey’s wife Kay). Writer: Mat- 
thew Chapman (“interesting,” “tight”). Director: 
Alan J. Pakula (“tightly directed”). [Hollywood Pic- 
tures. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


[#40 CERTAIN 


99 66 


“Claustrophobic” “dreary” “above average” Silence 
of the Lambs clone starring “solid” Francesco Quinn, 
“overacting badly” as a “skanky” cop and recovering 
drughead obsessed with a satan-worshipping serial 
killer who murdered his ex-wife. First he arrests “wacko” 
“demented sleazebag” Brad (“I’m In Everything”) 
Dourif, but the killings continue. Dourif then inexpli- 
cably provides Quinn with clues to the killer’s next 
victims. The trail leads to the “really psychotic” Joel 
Kaiser, who turns in a “superb” performance as he kidnaps 
Quinn’s kids and impresses them by ramming an ice pick through 
his hand. “Sort of an ‘artsy’ movie—artsy camera angles, artsy 
black-and-white flashback sequences, artsy video effect to show 
the killer’s perspective, lotsa artsy slow-motion action sequences. 
But hey, also lotsa great topless bar scenes.” “Quinn can’t decide 
if he’s supposed to be Mickey Rourke or what.” “Quinn keeps 
flashing back, but you’re never sure exactly what you're seeing.” 
Nine dead bodies. Thirteen breasts. Severed ring fingers. Shower 
dancing. Hanging corpses. Cast: Karen Russell (Isabella). Writer/ 
Director: Anders Palm (“idiotic script,” “funky visuals”). 
[Hemdale. 1990/92.] Overall rating: 83. 


B ODY LANGUAGE 


9 6 


“Routine” “made-for-TV format” thriller starring “medio- 
cre as usual” Heather Locklear (“can’t act”) as “an overdriven 
yuppette” with man trouble who hires a secretary “who would kill 
for a promotion”—“absolutely sexy psychopath” Linda Purl, 
who “does a good job of portraying a crazy person trying to stay 
sane.” This “creepozoid bitch from hell” starts coveting Locklear’s 
hairdo, clothes, boyfriend, and job, and eventually imitates ev- 
erything she does down to the smallest detail. Everything leads 
to a “duelling miniskirts finale.” “Interesting blend of Working 
Girl meets Single White Female.” “Is this a rip-off of The Temp, 
or vice-versa?” “Absolute synthesis of Fatal Attraction and Single 
White Female.” “First we had the girlfriend from hell (Fatal 
Attraction). Then we had the babysitter from hell (The Hand That 
Rocks the Cradle). Now we have the secretary from hell. Predict- 
able but watchable.” “Better than average, but the resolution is 





Kevin Kline aes talked into wife-swapping, then goes “Uh- oh,” in 
the erotic thriller that just misses, Consenting Adults. 


a little too predictable.” Purl has the best lines, including “Betsy, 
if you want to survive here without pulling your pantyhose down, 
you had damn well better pull them up!” Five dead bodies. 
Butcher knife to the chest. Crystal paperweight to the head. 
Corpse in the icebox. Cast: Edward Albert (“good” as the “slimy” 
boss, Charles), Gary Bisig (“interesting cop character,” “good” as 
Det. Gordon), James Acheson (“painful to watch” as Locklear’s 
boyfriend, Victor). Writers: Dan Gurskis, Brian Ross, from 
Gurskis’ story. Director: Arthur Allan Seidelman. [USA Net- 
work/Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 81. 


L EATHER JACKETS 


“Violent” but “mediocre” thriller starring Bridget Fonda, 
“about as exciting as beige paint,” as the “kinky” town slut who 
becomes engaged to ex-gang-member D.B. Sweeney, but has to 
put the wedding on hold when the groom’s best friend (and her 
former lover), “dunderheaded” Cary Elwes, gets chased by 
Vietnamese gangsters bent on revenge. They take a “car ride to 
nowhere,” heading for “an encroaching, depressing, nihilistic 
ending.” “Christopher Penn and Jon Polito provide moments 
of much-needed levity as Big Steve and Fat Jack, respectively.” 
“This movie almost grinds to a halt at times.” “Both Fonda and 
Sweeney are way too clean for the parts.” “Let me put it like this. 
This movie looks pretty much like every Bruce Springsteen song 
I’ve ever heard. And I’m not a fan.” Minority opinion: “Fonda is 
very good. Sweeney is very convincing.” Sixteen dead bodies. Six 
breasts. Throat slashing. Switchblade surgery on a bullet wound. 
Heads roll. Kung Fu. Samurai Fu. Cast: Ginger Lynn Allen 
(“brief role” as a bimbo stripper), James LeGros. Writer/Direc- 


tor: Lee Drysdale. [Columbia TriStar. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 
78. 


([(HE TIGRESS 


29 66 


“Dark and draggy” “uninvolving melodrama”—“more a sex 
soap than a thriller’—starring “king cheese sleazeball” James 





Christopher Atkins is arrested for bad acting in Fatal Charm. 


Remar as a swindler in 1920’s Berlin who falls in love with the 
“definitely hot” “super-slut” Valentina Vargas, a “Pola Negri 
type” “loose woman” who dances sexy in night clubs. (“She’s the 
next important femme fatale.”) Her vicious gangster boyfriend, 
Hannes Jaenicke, is so jealous he wants to kill her, so Remar 
and Vargas head for an Austrian resort, where they concoct an 
elaborate con game and target a rich Texan (“with a lousy 
accent”), the “pretty good” George Peppard. “Decadent Ger- 
man angst. A combination of The Blue Angel with Paper Moon.” 
“European decadent indoor bullstuff, which at least means full 
frontal female nudity.” “Some of the most erotic sex scenes ever. 
Vargas is amazingly sexy!” “You really just don’t care about these 
people.” “Remar fakes an orgasm while receiving oral sex, inter- 
cut with scenes of steam engines pistoning and letting off steam.” 
“Remar just never seems to get with his role.” “Vargas is a good- 
looking, dubbed bore—which is a shame, since this whole film is 
supposed to be wrapped around her sensual magne- 
tism.” Three dead bodies. Nine breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase. Cast: Belinda Mayne (“solid” as a 
doomed hooker), Ferdinand Mayne (Austrian 
Count). Writer/Director: Karin Howard (“crummy 
plot”), from the novel by Walter Serner. [CineVox 


Official Rating 


“Robby Benson steals the film with a hot and cold performance 
that alternates between charmingly goofy, dangerously violent, 
and chillingly menacing.” “Thumbs way up to Benson for main- 
taining his acting dignity while rummaging through O’Neill’s 
panty drawer.” “Robby should change his name. He’s not a kid 
anymore. Ultimately, this is just another Robby Benson movie.” 
Five dead bodies. Six breasts. Butcher knife to the back. Shard of 
glass to the hand. Multiple aard- 
varking. Striptease. Twelve-gauge 
Fu. Cast: lan Ogilvy. Writer/Di- 
rector: Kevin Meyer (“keeps 
things moving pretty crisply”). 
[Promark/Prism. 1992/93.] Over- 
all rating: 76. 


ATAL CHARM 
pou 
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“Lame” “stinkeroo” starring 
the “totally unbelievable” “amaz- 
ingly poor” Christopher Atkins 
as a “bug-cute” accused killer sus- 
pected of brutally raping and mur- 
dering six women, but young girls 
in the courtroom find him appeal- 
ing “for some reason.” “Hormonal 
teeny bopper” Amanda Peterson 
writes letters to him in prison while 
“running track for no apparent 
reason” and penning “downbeat 
i. poetry,” but when he finally gets 
out of jail, she becomes his target. 
(“Amanda actually fantasizes about 
doing it doggie-style with him while he strangles her—or her body 
double.”) “Jagged Edge goes to high school.” “You're never scared, 
thrilled, interested or aroused by anything that goes on in this 
film.” “Peterson is so stiff that you think the serial killer got to her 
before the movie started.” “I didn’t know anybody used the 
Vaseline effect on their shots anymore!” Minority opinions: “The 
performances are all okay, the plot is clever, and suspense is 
maintained until the ending.” “Well-paced, better-than-average 
sexploitation trash that only becomes truly predictable as it 
closes.” Six dead bodies. Nine breasts. Prison riot. Two-by-four 
full of nails Fu. Fingernail Fu. Barbell Fu. Rope Fu. Belt Fu. 
“Shiv” Fu. Butcher-knife Fu. Glass-shard Fu. Cast: Mary Frann 
(“shoulda stayed married to Bob” as Susan), James Remar 
(“does his best work after he’s stabbed to death,” “piece of 
furniture” as Louis), Andrew Robinson (Sheriff Harry Childs), 
Peggy Lipton (“Mod Squad is still her career highlight” as Jane 
Sims), Jane Kean, Tracy 
Dali (“film is so dull her 
naked chest is the only 
memorable scene” as 
Dream Girl), Lar Park 
Lincoln (“cute and effec- 


System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Entertainment/Vidmark. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 94-89 Classic 


tive” as Sandy), Robert 


77. Walker Jr. (Edgar 
88-84 Excellent Perkins), Andrew 
I NVASION OF PRIVACY 83-80 Decent Lowery (James Childs), 


Shelley Smith (Kathy 
Crowley), Ned Bellamy 
(Adolph). Writer: Nicho- 
las Niciphor (“lousy,” 
“terrible,” “cliche-ridden,” 
“full of plot holes”). Direc- 
tor: Alan Smithee (“needs 
some more practice”). 
[Note from Joe Bob: “Alan 
Smithee” is a name used 
when a director doesn’t 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Erotic thriller, “predictable as sunrise,” star- 
ring “miscast” Robby Benson as a “brain-dead 
goofball” convict who becomes obsessed with “mini- 
series diva” Jennifer O’Neill, “superbly stiff? as a 
magazine writer who does an article on him. Once 
he gets out, he’s given a job as her assistant (“Hey, 
it could happen!”), where he “settles” for O’Neill’s 
naive daughter, Lydie Denier (“outstanding tal- 
ents”). The daughter tries to satisfy his fantasies 
without realizing Benson is heading for “complete 
mental breakdown.” “Robby Benson is waaaay too Lowest rating: 62 want to be identified.] 
light for this part. In order to show us his rage, he (Sherlock Holmes & the Leading Lady, 1991). [MCEG/Academy. 1989/ 
stabs his own hand and does pushups. How mean!” 93.] Overall rating: 75. 


Suspense Thriller 
Records 


Highest rating: 94 
(The Hand That Rocks the Cradle, 1992). 


OUCH 
AND DIE 


“Totally confusing” 
Italian-made “snoozer” car- 
ried by Martin Sheen as a 
“hardened” American jour- 
nalist in Rome investigat- 
ing a bizarre series of mur- 
ders in which workers in the 
nuclear industry have had 
their hands cut off. His in- 
vestigation uncovers a plot 
by plutonium dealers to fund 
an American presidential 
campaign. “It’s impossible 
to care for any character in 
the film.” “This film is so 
mediocre that I can barely 
remember who was in it.” “I 
hate that cryptic, goofy Ital- 
ian dialogue.” “Renee 
Estevez, Martin Sheen’s 
real-life daughter, takes the 
creative plunge by playing 
Martin Sheen’s on-screen 
daughter. Amazingly 
enough, she is incapable of 
essaying the role believ- 
ably.” “Renee Estevez is at 
her best after she’s pushed 
out her hotel window.” “Ob- 
viously made for European plot in September 30, 1955. 
TV.” Minority opinion: “Great script! Lotsa good lines and dia- 
logue. I liked it.” Twelve dead bodies. Two motor vehicle chases. 
One explosion. Cast: David Birney (“good job” as a young 
senator), Franco Nero. Writers: John Howlett, Pier Nico 
Solinas (“writing sucks,” “slow-moving”). Director: Solinas 
(“sucks”). [Vestron. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 74. 


HE SECRET PASSION OF 
ROBERT CLAYTON 


“Talky, uninvolving” “bad Southern Gothic” trial drama 
starring “incredibly stiff’? Scott Valentine (“in his best non- 
vampire role”) as a New York lawyer who returns to his small 
town in Georgia to become district attorney because he’s “tired of 
too much system and not enough justice.” (“Puh-leeeez!”) Before 
you know it, he and his defense attorney dad, John Mahoney, 
“are both boffing his old high school honey, the wife of his dad’s 
client, in a case he is prosecuting for murder! Honest!” Mahoney 
says things like, “I’m the best trial lawyer in Dixie.” (“Too bad he 
isn’t the best actor.”) “Boy, are these people stupid!” “Typical 
cheap-looking Wilshire Court made-for-TV effort.” “How many 
protagonists can one female character have sex with without 
showing any flesh?” “Amazing topless bar scene in which nobody 
is topless! Unbelievable!” “Valentine poignantly stares a lot.” 
“Valentine literally has one facial expression. One!” “Valentine is 
so wooden, his father’s name should have been Gepetto.” “Every- 
one attempts southern accents, with disastrous results.” “The 
most fun we had was adjusting the tracking.” Minority opinion: 
“Great ending! It sets you up, leads you astray, then blows you 
away in the last scene.” Three dead bodies. Gratuitous strip-bar 


aac eae 


Richard Thomas decides to ge 





t drunk on the day James 
Dean dies. Unfortunately, that’s about the extent of the 


interracial threesome. Cast: Kevin 
Conroy (“very good” as “the rich 
bullying bad guy” Hunter), Eve 
Gordon (“incredibly lame” as 
Catherine). Writer: Brian Ross 
(“strained plot,” “terrible dialogue,” 
“lousy”). Director: E.W. Swack- 
hamer. [USA Network/Para- 
mount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 73. 


HOUSAND 
PIECES OF GOLD 


Love-it-or-hate-it Chinese 
Wild West drama, either “awful” or 
“beautiful,” starring Rosalind 
Chao as a young Chinese woman 
sold by her father to a bordelloin an 
Idaho mining town, where she 
threatens to kill herself rather than 
become a hooker. Just before being 
forced into prostitution, she’s won 
in a poker game by the “always 
watchable” Chris Cooper, who 
says “Any fool can see she’d make a 
lousy whore.” She moves in with 
him, they fight, she moves out, they 
fall in love. “This is Lonesome Dove 
done in subtitles without chop- 
socky!” “The film is well-acted, but 
boy is it long.” “Egregious indoor 
bullstuff.” “An absolutely beautiful 
film. Lots of beautiful exterior foot- 
age of both China and the northwestern American countryside, 
including mountains, sunrises, snow scenes and river scenes.” 
One dead body. Kung Fu. Cast: Michael Paul Chan (“nice 
performance” as Hong King, the wealthy Chinaman in America 
who purchases Chao), Dennis Dun (Jim), Jimmie F. Skaggs 
(Jonas), Will Oldham (Miles), David Hayward (Ohio), Beth 
Broderick (Berthe). Writer: Anne Makepeace. Director: Nancy 
Kelly. [Hemdale. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 70. 


S EPTEMBER 30, 1955 


“Pointless, boring story of teenage angst” starring “medio- 
cre” Richard Thomas as an Arkansas boy, obsessed with James 
Dean, who gets drunk and morose with his pals on the day Dean 
dies in a car crash. (“They basically freak out.”) Thomas Hulce 
“makes a plethora of penis jokes.” Susan Tyrell, as Thomas’ 
mother, is “appropriately vampy and trashy as the town’s white- 
trash queen.” Lisa Blount is “very good” as the “wacky” ex- 
girlfriend of Thomas who’s so affected by Dean’s death she 
dresses up in all black and says “I just can’t imagine livin’ in a 
world without him!” But “there’s no real story.” “The most fun I 
had was adjusting the tracking.” “Richard Thomas tries to play 
the obsessed fan with some sort of down-home charm, but the 
exercise fails miserably.” “Susan Tyrell sums it up best as she 
screams at Thomas, ‘Will you stop acting! This isn’t a movie!’ She 
wasn't too far wrong.” Burning girlfriend. Cast: Deborah Benson 
(Charlotte), Dennis Christopher (“small role”), Dennis Quaid 
(“small role” as Frank), Collin Wilcox. Writer/Director: James 
Bridges (“blame the script”). [MCA-Universal. 1977/92. | Overall 
rating: 69. 








Members of the Suspense Thriller Committee are Graham C. Carlton, entertainment attorney, Elkhorn, Wis.; Kevin 
Cleary, video store owner, Madison Heights, Va.; Richard Leister, railroad conductor, North Wales, Pa.; Bill McElhannon, 
chemical/petroleum engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; Jerry D. Mead, editor of The Wine Trader, Carson City, Nev.; Gregory Oliver, 
computer consultant, Mansfield, Tex.; Kenneth Roberts, software technician, Carver, Mass.; Colonel St. J ames, disc jockey, 
Houston; Dan Taylor, editor of the fanzine Exploitation Retrospect, Haddonfield, N.J .; Phil Tortorici, furniture finisher, West 
Palm Beach, Fla.; John Ward, editorial assistant for a textbook publisher, Somerville, Mass.; Murray Whichard, crime analyst, 
Poway, Calif.; and Wynn Winberg, videotape editor, Arlington, Tex. 
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mut Peddler! 

is a great little 
zine devoted to the 
world of erotic nov- 
els from the fifties 
and sixties, the kind 
that were often 
banned, with titles 
like Big Bangout at 
the Sin Shore, Con- 
vict Lust, Love Ad- 
dict and Perverted 
Lust Men. Editor 
Miriam Linna 
loves these books, 
and notjust because 
theyre campy. 
“This stuff is luscious, enervating, astonishing and 
unaboundingly exciting reading,” she says. “Adult 
paperbacks blow my mind. I was first thrown into 






Naughty naughty Mamie Van Doren, Queen of the avid. 


the bottomless pit of Merits, Private Editions, PEC’s 
and Fabians while burrowing in the wild, wild world 
of juvenile delinquent paperbacks with my first 
paperback fanzine Bad Seed. Every now and then a 
title like Teenage Lust or High School Hellion or 
Gang Girl would pop up, delivering a presentable 
little plot padded out with infernally polite bush- 
beating fluffer-nutter. By today’s standards, pre- 
1965 adult books are, by and large, incredibly tame— 
the vernacular of these books is a quaint barrage of 
euphemistics that should tantalize and titillate, as- 
tound and amuse. Like rock and roll, a good adult 
novel gets your immediate attention with a solid beat 
and keeps you glued to the pages with action, action, 
action! You might find nekkid ladies, ribald titles, 
and an overabundance of cheesecake in the pages of 
Smut Peddler, but hardcore meat mongers, be aware. 
You won't find a shred of anything that could com- 





... Wherein we report From the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-€the-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 


pare with today’s 
enlightened brand 
of pornography 
here.” Miriam fo- 
cuses mainly on the 
years 1959 to 1965, 
which she calls “the 
golden years of 
Adult Paperback 
Exotica.” Many of 
those years fea- 
tured famous strip- 
pers posing on the 
covers (Candy 
Barr is featured on 
the 1964 title The 
Spy Who Came to 
Bed, Betty Brosmer is on Lens Girl and Campus 
Tramp, and Betty Page herselfillustrates the cover 
of Jet-Set-Sex), and others were non-fiction true 

mw stories of sexually famous 
people, like Mamie Van 
Doren’s three classics—I 
Swing (1965), My Wild 
Love Experiences (1965), 
and My Naughty Naughty 
Life (1964). When Mamie 
did her hardcover autobi- 
ography, Playing the 
Field, in 1987, she elimi- 
nated many of the stories 
she told in the sleazier pa- 
perbacks. Like many col- 
lectors of exploitation 
product, Miriam has also 
started selling these books, 
too, mostly by mail auc- 
tions that she advertises 
». in Smut Peddler! She also 
i te sells soft-core film posters 
andearly smut magazines, 
like Bosomy Beauties, Gaze, Male Point, Glance, 
Focus and Laff. To get Smut Peddler!, which Minna 
publishes “whenever the mood strikes” and has no 
official price, send her a buck or so: M. Linna, Smut 
Peddler, P.O. Box 646, Cooper Station, New York, 
NY 10003. 


€ 

Our favorite publicity gimmick of recent memory 
comes from the band Brutal Truth, which released 
“the fastest, most extreme video in the world.” Pro- 
moting their song “Collateral Damage,” which criti- 
cizes the way network news treats war and carnage, 
the video lasts exactly two and one-half seconds. 
Included in those seconds are 64 images of world 
atrocities. (But who would know if they were lying 
about the number?) Director Tom Asma claims he 
spent “days” watching news footage, to find the 
perfect atrocities for the two and a half seconds. The 


promotion worked: “Collateral Damage” quickly went 
into heavy rotation on every MTV network, world- 
wide. Brutal Truth’s latest album, Extreme Condi- 
tions Demand Extreme Rossonse: is ceo on 
the independent label Earache/ es 
Relativity: Relativity, 187-07 
Henderson Ave., Hollis, NY 
11423. 
€ 

Our favorite vampire nov- 
elist, Nancy A. Collins, has 
moved from New Orleans to 
New York City and married 
notorious Lower East Side un- 
derground filmmaker Joe 
Christ. The marriage-made-in- 
hell was made official at the 
Little White Chapel drive-up 
window in Las Vegas. Both of 
them have been busy, with Joe 
running around the country 
with his latest film, Acid Is 
Groovy Kill the Pigs, and Nancy 
continuing to write the Swamp 
Thing comics as well as a three- 
part miniseries for Topps Com- 
ics called Jason vs. Leatherface. 
(We're not kidding. Sample dia- 
logue: “Leatherface! Where’s 
that Kool-Aid? Yer holdin’ up 
dinner!”) Nancy also just pub- 
lished a new werewolf novel, 
Wild Blood, and is working on three other fiction 
projects, including a collection of her stories called 
Nameless Sins. 

€ 

We've said it before and we'll say it again. The 
best comic book going today is Dennis P. Eichhorn’s 
Real Stuff, consisting of sordid, mind-boggling tales 
of degradation from Dennis’ fractured life, and illus- 
trated by noted underground cartoonists like Mary 
Fleener, J. Long, Pat Moriarity, J.R. Williams 
and Mark Zingarelli. The latest issue we’ve seen 
features the hysterically funny story of a bartender 
at a place called Capitola Joe’s with an incredibly 
promiscuous wife who made life hell for any man 
unlucky enough to be trapped by her, a luckless 
man’s tale of how a lesbian tricked him into impreg- 
nating her, and the time Denny was paid by Gina the 
hooker to humiliate a client called Little Ricky. Real 
Stuff is available for $2.25 in stores, or $2.75 post- 
paid from: Fantagraphics Books, 7563 Lake City 
Way NE, Seattle, WA 98115. 

e 

Coffee Drinkin’ Man is a sick black and white 
comic about a sex-crazed coffee addict and his gun- 
toting babe, with artwork by Danny Hellman and 
story by Geoff Gilmore, and we recommend it at a 
mere $1.25 per copy: Danny Hellman, P.O. Box 901, 





Joe Christ celebrates his nuptials. 


Old Chelsea Station, New York, NY 10113-0901. 
e 

David Mamet’s great play indicting political 
cormectiess on college campuses, Oleanna, has actu- 
ally come true on the 
Nashville campus of 
Vanderbilt Univer- 
sity, an institution 
near and dear to our 
heart as one of the last 
bastions of purely pri- 
vate education in 
America. (Until re- 
cently, the school ac- 
cepted no government 
funds and no religious 
funds. It was com- 
pletely supported by 
alumni, in an effort to 
avoid any kind of regu- 
lation. Alas, we live in 
an age when even pri- 
vate institutions can 
be regulated, so the el- 
ders finally gave up 
the fight.) Last year 
an undergraduate 
named Katie Gierin- 
ger accused Fine Arts 
Professor Don Evans 
of sexual harassment 
for displaying and dis- 
cussing nude photography by Robert Mapple- 
thorpe and nude shots taken by Evans himself. 
(Some of them were of Evans and his wife in the buff. ) 
After Miz Gieringer filed her complaint, something 
called the Opportunity Development Center, which 
is the campus agency responsible for evaluating 
harassment complaints, concluded that Evans was 
guilty! His “classroom atmosphere created a sexu- 
ally hostile academic environment for several stu- 
dents in the art class.” To their credit, most of the 
Vanderbilt student body came down on the side of 
academic freedom and the First Amendment. Three 
hundred of them picketed Kirkland Hall, the admin- 
istration building, demanding that Evans be cleared. 
Fortunately, Gieringer totally discredited herself by 
transferring to Belmont University, the neighboring 
Baptist college known forits moralistic 19th-century 
control of students’ lives. We happen to know a little 
about this neck of the woods. Twenty years ago—and 
probably even ten years ago—students would have 
flocked to Evans’ class, not because he was “politi- 
cally correct” or because he showed nude pictures, 
but because he sounds eccentric, weird, a little “off.” 
He would have sounded bohemian, free-spirited, 
crazier than the others. That was the kind of profes- 
sor you wanted in 1974. Today it’s the kind of 
professor you put in jail. 
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All together now... Who’s destroying the world? 


Middle-Aged White Guys 


’m not supposed to admit this, I know, but I like 

Middle-Aged White Guys. 

I like to hang out with em. I like to drink withem. 
I like to tell jokes with em. | like 
to goto poker games where there 
are no women allowed. 

[realize thisis about as unhip 
as you can be in 1994, but I even 
like guys who eat steak for lunch 
every day and sit in the smoking 
section and talk about “broads.” 

[like to goto roasts where all 
the jokes are disgusting. 

I like to go to noisy Italian 
restaurants with fifteen guys 
who make fools of themselves 
trying to sing “All of Me.” 

Somebody’s gotta uphold the 
traditions, right? I mean, it’s 
easier to admit these things in a newspaper column, 
where I’m only theoretically telling it to women. I[f I 
said these things to real women, I’d become an 
instant pig in their eyes. 

Because Middle-Aged White Guys are ruining 
the world, right? They’re polluting and bribing and 
sleeping with their secretaries and bombing Third 
World countries, and they're just not getting it. 

That’s the main crime. They just don’t get it. 

In fact, I guess I’m one of the guys who has to 
admit that I just don’t get it. 

Because if it’s really true that the world is being 
destroyed by Middle-Aged White Guys, then how 
come the Middle-Aged White gals are starting to 
look exactly like em? 

Go to any company, and look around for the 
female executives who have Made It. You'll recog- 
nize em right away: 


R.L.P. 


Skyline Drive-In 


Barstow, California 





Republican Alert! The Skyline Drive-In, on 
State Highway 58 in Barstow, California, has an 
empty marquee and a giant “For Lease or Sale” 
sign out front—in spite of the fact that there’s 
nothing else to do in Barstow! Please. Marv 
Parker of Mill Valley reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 





They dress like men, right down to the tailored 
lapels on the suit. 
They talk like men, right down to the stiff upper 





lip they maintain throughout every meeting. 

They're workaholics—no longer an exclusively 
male trait. 

They go to power lunches. 

They make the company fly em First Class, 
because it’s a sign of status and power within the 
company. 

In other words, they do everything the White 
Middle-Aged Guys do—except they don’t recite as 
many limericks. They don’t do any of the things that 
the guys do to let off steam. 

And these gals will triumph, God bless em. They 
will run companies, and cities, and nations, and a lot 
more than half of the world. 

And congratulations. They’ve become .. . well, 
they've become Middle-Aged White Guys. 

Maybe I'll start inviting em to the poker game 
after all. 


Call Now 1-800-55-TROMA 


for the Exclusive Troma Trailer Tape 
and receive as a Special Bonus 
“| Love Toxie” sticker e Two issues of [he [roma Times 


Autographed Troma movie poster e Official Troma Diploma 
Exclusive audio cassette of Troma Tune: and Theme Songs 


Or 


Send Check or Money ©: der To: 
TROMA SYSTEM 
Radio City Station 
P.O. Box 486 
New York, NY 10101-0486 


Visa/MC/Amex 
accepted 


Only $24.99 
(add $5.95 S&H) 


For Tromabilia catalog only send $3 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery ¢ NYS residents add sales tax 


Have homeless intellectuals taken over all public meetings? 


Please Repeat the Question 


A re the people who ask questions at public meet- 
ings all mentally ill? 

You know what I’m talking about? You know 
how, as soon as somebody says “Our guest has 
agreed to take a few questions from the audience,” 
you can be guaranteed that 
the most mentally ill person 
in the crowd of 2,000 will im- 
mediately stand up and start 
talking about his cat or some- 
thing? 

Are they actually crazy, 
or is it something else? 

Because, when they first 
start asking the question, you 
don’t think they’re crazy. 
They start out with some- 
thing respectful, like, “Mr. 
Coppola, I first saw your mov- 
ies when I was an under- 
graduate at Wellesley...” 

And you’re thinking, 
“Okay ... Wellesley .. . rich, 
educated, watches movies... 
this is all good.” 

And then nine hours later 
they’re still asking the ques- 
tion: “But I’m not sure 
whether the fashionable critical opinions of that day 
would have held that your films were populist in 
form. They seemed almost retrograde in their depic- 
tion of dwarves and stock clerks .. .” 

And you can’t figure out what’s going on—be- 
cause now this is no longer a question. Now every- 
body in the whole dang place is extremely uncomfort- 
able. And yet you listen to this person, and they’re 
speaking in complete sentences, using big words, 
making some sense. In fact, the people who ask these 
questions are almost always extremely educated 
people. 

And, of course, they never ask a question. Finally 
somebody has to say, “Did you have a question?” And 
then they might have a question. But when they do 
it will be something like “Could you recommend a 
good film school?” In other words, it won’t have 
anything to do with what they just spent fifteen 
minutes talking about. 

I wouldn’t bring this up, except that it happens 
everywhere. And the people are this weird combina- 
tion of intellectual and homeless person. They look 
and sound like an intellectual, but they function like 
a homeless person. Sometimes they even look like 
they're homeless—like all the homeless people go to 
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Wellesley. 

What do you think is going on here? 

I have one theory. It’s alame, simpleminded one, 
but I'll go ahead and say it. I think these people are 
spending too much time alone in their apartments. 
They let all this stuff get 
dammed up and gummed up 
inside em, and we all know 
what happens when you think 
about something but you don’t 
tell anybody what you’re 
thinking, right? 

You distort it. You take a 
simple idea like “I wonder if 
he’s a gangster,” and that be- 
comes “I can think of three 
ways he might have become a 
gangster,” and that becomes 
“It makes me mad that a per- 
son that famous would con- 
| sort with gangsters—ifhe con- 
Rt 4 sorts with gangsters,” and 
& then “I’m gonna see that 
people know about this,” and 
then “What if I’m the only one 
who knows he’s a gangster,” 
and, you know, on and on and 
on. It’s like gossiping with 
yourself. 

But if you go down to the corner bar and say “I 
wonder if that guy’s a gangster,” then somebody is 
gonna say “You don’t know what the heck you’re 
talking about.” Or they're gonna say “How’d you 
know that?” Or they’re gonna say something. But 
whatever they say is gonna change what you're 
thinking. Are you following this? 

But if you just sit in your apartment all day 
thinking about stuff, and then you go to a public 
meeting, and the first time you tell anybody about 
what you're thinking is the moment you ask the 
question, then it’s gonna come out all crazy and 
distorted. Everybody’s gonna think you’re a Loony 
Bird. 

Get out of the goldang house. That would be my 
advice. 


Joe Bob Takes The Stand 


May 8, 9, 11 and 12 ABC will premiere The 
Stand, the much-anticipated mini-series based 


on Stephen King’s bestselling novel. Catch Joe 
Bob’s cameo in Part One on May 8. 





Dear Joe Bob, 

There may not be 
any drive-ins in the Vir- 
gin Islands, but there is 
one over on the French 
island of St. Bar- 
thelemy, just off St. 
Martin. You can count 
the number of bare 
breasts in the audience 
instead of on the screen. 
The disadvantage is 
that they only show dubbed Jerry Lewis films. 

Jim 
Fairfield, N.J. 
Dear Jim: 

Isn’t dubbing Jerry Lewis about as important as 

dubbing Marcel Marceau? 


Dear Joe Bob, 
It’s truly nice to know that someone is printing 
stuff that has to do with reality. 
P.S. I forgot what day it is. 
Terry Johnson 
Garland, Tex. 
Dear Terry: 
That’s okay. I forgot what year it ts. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
I have just finished reading an issue of the 





magazine Islamic Hori- 
zons. It’s all about how 
the Moslems want totake 
over North America. 

One of the sections in 
the magazine is given 
over to matrimonial 
want ads. Most of the 
ads are pretty tortuous 
because you have to be 
matched with the par- 
ticular strain of Islam 
you belong to. 

I can live with that, but the thing that bothered 
me was that there were only two categories of people 
looking for mates. One was Brothers and the other 
Sisters. Now I am from the San Francisco Bay Area, 
and these two categories would only cover about 40 
per cent of the Bay Area people looking for mates. 
Where were the ads for male-to-male or female-to- 
female relationships? Where is the ad for alternative 
lifestyles or for activities partners? 

Joe Bob, what would you tell these people so they 
would loosen up a bit? As for the magazine Islamic 
Horizons, I would advise you to check it out. 

Daniel J. Jaeger 
Reno, Nev. 
Dear Daniel: 

Okay, which limb would you like to have cut off? 

According to Islamic law, you can have your choice. 





This Week's aesiaad 


Sally Vandershaf of Orinda, California: “Here’s 
a scary tale by one of the top games designers in the 
computer games industry. It was printed in Com- 
puter Gaming World, and Id like to know which 
movie this is! It was probably from the 1960’s. 

“Tt looked like a real movie with real people. And 
then something really horrible happened. Before the 
horrible scene, the whole screen started waving and 
turning funny colors. I remember turning to my dad 
and asking him why the screen was doing that. He 
said that something might happen. I didn’t know 
what might happen, but I remember one scene in 
particular. This guy in the movie got a package of 
binoculars as a present in the mail. Just as he 
received it, the screen did this blurry, wavy thing, 
which was really a warning to people that something 
bad might be coming. He put the binoculars up to his 
face, to his eyes, and suddenly daggers came out of 
the binoculars and went into his eyes. There were 
other scenes like that, too. One lady went into her 
bedroom and sat down at her dresser to get ready to 
go to bed. She does all the things she would normally 


do before going to bed and then lays down on the bed. 
The second she laid on the bed, she looked up and 
saw this guy looking down at her from a lamp over 
the bed. I screamed! I wasn’t prepared for that kind 
of shock at four years old. I wasn’t prepared that 
those people could exist. He jumped down on her and 
cut off her head! They showed it. I saw it, even 
though I had my eyes covered. On the way home, I 
got in the car and immediately put my feet up on the 
chair because I was afraid that there was someone 
under the seat who would grab my legs.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the January 24 issue, Jerry Dale Mead of 
Carson City, Nevada, asked about “a low budget sci- 
fi flick that I saw circa 1960 at the 101 Drive-In in 
Ventura, California. .. . It seems there is another 
earth just opposite our earth, on the other side of the 
sun, which we can never see because of where it’s at. 
Everything is bassackwards, with their earth rotat- 
ing in the opposite direction, the-sun setting in the 
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east and so on, and all the same people are over 
there, except they have opposite personalities. Our 
hero/villain is the same guy from the two different 
earths, and while our good guy is rocketing to the 
other side of the sun to find the planet he has 
theorized is there, his evil twin counterpart is rock- 
eting to our earth. Everything is so much the same 
that at first the astronauts think they have just 
landed back on their own planets, and everyone else 
thinks they’re the same guys (including their girl- 
friends—wink, wink), but wonder why they’re act- 
ing so weird. After 30 years of watching old movies 
on TV, I have never seen this flick again, nor seen 
anyone rip off this not bad story idea. Can Joe Bob’s 
‘Find That Flick’ experts come up with this title? I'll 
throw in a couple of good 
bottles of wine to the prize 
kitty, assuming the winner 
is of legal age, of course.” 
We received 38 correct 
answers—amazing what a 
little free wine will do for 
reader response—so our 
winner was chosen by 
drawing. And heis... 
Paul Hugli of Bell- 
flower, California: “You 
should get a ton of answers 
for this one. It was the early 
sixties, not 1969—unless 
there are two movies with 
exactly the same plot 
(which ain’t an impossibil- 
ity). The movie—Journey 
to the Far Side of the Sun. 
Starring The Invaders’ David Vincent himself and 
Roy Thinnes as Col. Glenn Ross. Producer: John 
Read. Director: Robert Parrish. Music: Barry Gray. 
And written by Gerry and Sylvia Anderson, with 
Donald James. Yes, it’s those crazy Andersons! In 
between The Adventures of Twizzle, Supercar, Fire- 
ball XL-5, Thunderbirds, UFO, Protectors and Space 
1999, the Andersons gave the world this. And who 
better to follow in the steps of the puppets on Supercar 
and Thunderbirds than Roy Thinnes! Jerry Dale 
pretty much got the plot right. A ‘positive’ Earth (us) 
and a ‘negative’ Earth (them) discover, at the same 
time, that there’s another planet in the exact same 
orbit, hidden by the sun. So both planets send out a 
solo mission (Thinnes in both cases) to investigate/ 
explore. Well, let’s stay with ‘our’ Col. Ross. He 
crash-lands and thinks he’s on his Earth; it takes 
him a while to figure he ain’t—I guess words spelt 
backward wasn’t enough of a clue. Perhaps if the 
people had walked backward, or spoken likewise, 
Ross might’ve grokked the situation sooner. Any- 
how, the people on this ‘negative’ Earth are baddies; 
people die; and our hero manages to make it back 
home. This 101-minute Universal/Century release 





is available on video from MCA ($29.95). Co-stars 
include: Ian Henry, Patrick Wymark, Herbert Lom, 
Lynn Loring (Mrs. Thinnes at the time), and Edward 
Bishop (being groomed for UFO?). The special effects 
are, actually, quite good. One point, about all this 
counter-Earth nonsense, other than (in this case) 
everything is backwards (yet people don’t walk or 
talk backwards, and some violations of basic physi- 
cal laws) is the idea itself! The Earth revolves the sun 
in an elliptical orbit, not circular—thus if there was 
a counter-Earth (in an exact opposite orbit or not) it 
would be visible at least twice a year.” 
Additional information came from our 37 run- 
ners-up... 
Bill Hollifield of Friendswood, Texas: “Jour- 
2 ney to the Far Side of the 
Sun was originally issued 
as Doppelganger. Lucianni 
Paluzziis good, but Royisas 
wooden as usual. There is a 
really bad, cheap, TV-type 
movie with a similar plot. It 
was shown recently on Mys- 
tery Science Theatre 3000 
under the title Stranger in 
Space. Dean Jagger, 
Cameron Mitchell, Glenn 
Corbett. It had a tacked-on 
credit sequence showing 
people in a transporter that 
had nothing to do with the 
rest of the movie. Ditto for 
the end credits. This was 





In Journey to the Far Side of the Sun, no a.k.a. The Stranger. Appears 
one knows whether he’s coming or going. 


to be early seventies.” 

William B. Klein of Converse, Texas: “The 
cinematography and score is reminiscent of the old 
UFO television series, which is hard to take in large 
doses. The pace of the story is rather slow and the 
ending very unsatisfying. Derek Meddings and Harry 
Oakes do a good job with the special effects. Movies 
Unlimited lists Journey to the Far Side of the Sun for 
$29.99.” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “There 
have been plenty of stories of duplicate Earths in 
parallel universes, but this may have been the first 
for a duplicate Earth in the same universe with a 
negative-positive polarity. Despite the interesting 
idea, the movie as I remember it was rather boring.” 

Lloyd Dore III of Abbeville, Louisiana: “It is 
funny that Jerry would remember one of my favorite 
sci-fi films. I knew immediately that it was the 1969 
Universal Pictures release of Journey to the Far Side 
of the Sun directed by Robert Parrish. This import 
from Great Britain features Thinnes as a 21st- 
century astronaut assigned to an unusual mission. 
Wymark has discovered a new planet on the far side 
of the sun. He sends a spaceship commanded by 
Thinnes to confirm the discovery. The two astro- 
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nauts are put into a state of suspended animation for 
the trip. Three weeks later the ship crashes, with the 
other astronaut later dying of his injuries. Thinnes 
tries to tell Wymark about the mission, but initially 
thinks he has returned back to Earth. Later Thinnes 
notices that the newspaper, his cologne bottle, etc. 
... all the printing is reversed. He realizes that he is 
on the newly discovered planet and that it is a mirror 
image of Earth. Thinnes convinces Wymark’s 
‘doppelganger’ to finance a mission back to Earth. 
Yet, because of the changes in electrical polarity, his 
doppelganger ship doesn’t properly connect with his 
original Earth mother ship, malfunctions, crashes 
and kills Thinnes, along with destroying the entire 
space complex on land. Wymark dies in an institu- 
tion, without anyone taking his theory of a planet on 
the far side of the sun seriously. It did appear on TNT 
several times, but with an odd occurrence. Whatever 
company had transferred the film to tape, for broad- 
cast media, must have thought that the reverse 
images were a mistake. So they reversed the nega- 
tive. The end result was that there were no reverse 
images at all in the film, which is an integral part of 
the plot. Robert Parrish has also directed over twenty 


















Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get B-movie favorite Hard To 
Die (a.k.a. Tower of Terron directed by Jim “Remove Your 
Tops, Please, Ladies” Wynorski for only$10. Hurry! Offer expires 
May 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus ‘Hard To 
Die’ video—S80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $19.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Ordering information for any of 
Joe Bob’sfive books, 1990-94 bind- 


Bis 
INDERS _ of list of back i ilalo| 
BOCK SSUES bo wicioaddeabce 


Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug... 


Get One While They’re Hoi! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos?” — 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 


Hard to Pass Up ‘Hard To Die’ 


Limited offer! Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Hard To Die’ for only $10! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 


films.” 

Gary Murray of Dallas: “When I was a Houston 
kid, I would rush home for Channel 13’s Million 
Dollar Movie during Science Fiction week. This film 
was always shown and it always freaked me out. The 
idea of a mirror earth and all the consequences 
warped my young brain. It was way too cool.” 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “I recall seeing it on 
TV during the early seventies and being really blown 
away by the ultra-cool futuristic car that one of the 
characters drives. The story’s science fiction premise, 
although admittedly intriguing, won’t stand up for 
even five seconds’ worth of serious astronomical 
scrutiny.” 

Michael J. Buchele of Orinda, California: “I 
saw itin San Augustine, Texas (population 2,518), at 
a drive-in theater which is now unfortunately closed. 
Roy Thinnes’ flair for paranoid behavior depiction, 
honed by his pursuit of and by the ‘invaders,’ served 
him well here as the ‘good’ Earthman, while the ‘evil/ 
reversed’ counterpart allowed Roy to express a little 
seen ‘nasty’ side.” 

Raisin Blowme of Buffalo: “The premise was 
used at least one other time, and that was on an 
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episode of Star Trek where a trans- 
porter malfunction switches part 
of the crew and their evil counter- 
parts into each other’s parallel 
universe. Journey to the Far Side 
of the Sun, supposedly set in a not 
so distant but undated future, fea- 
tured lots of cool futuristic retro- 
seventies-style furniture and lots 
of cool miniature sets. Thinking 
back on this movie warms my 
heart, because if it were true then 
there’d be a kinder, gentler ver- 
sion of Ronald Reagan running 
around somewhere in this uni- 
verse.” 

Eric Lodge of Pottstown, 
Pennsylvania: “The crash onto the 
twin planet is done pretty well, 
but the final disaster, which de- 
stroys everything, all evidence of 
the twin planet, and all the people 
involved (except for the mission 
director, who lives a tortured ex- 
istence until the end of the movie 
when he crashes his wheelchair 
into a mirror—whoa, how ironic) 
looks terrible. Maybe the effects 
looked good on the outdoor screen, 
but on television, the whole scene 
looks like it was about 12 inches 
high (it probably was).” 

Also answering correctly were 
Thomas Barth of Hercules, Cali- 
fornia; D.L. Bogart of Joplin, 
Missouri; Thomas R. Boughan 
of Cowan, Tennessee; Bill Bow- 
man of Ho-Ho-Kus, New Jersey; 
Arnold Brown of Albuquerque, 
New Mexico; Jim Casey of Ar- 
lington, Virginia; Pat Crowley of 
Bothell, Washington; Dan Czira- 
ky of Newark, New Jersey; Karl 
Engle of Indialantic, Florida; 
Gerald Enrico of Hoboken, New 
Jersey; Kevin Fox of Eureka, 
California; Mike Gauthier of 
Hull, Quebec; Kris Gilpin of 
Burbank, California; Norm Hahn 
of Philadelphia; Bailey Jones of 
Birmingham, Alabama; Charles 
Levitt of Miami; Richard Lino- 
leum of Park Forest, Illinois; Irvin 
Lush of Louisville, Kentucky; 
Stately Wayne Manor of Drexel 
Hill, Pennsylvania; Ron Miller 








of Dallas; Tim Murphy of South 
El Monte, California; Gregory 
Oliver of Mansfield, Texas; 
James Roberson of Dubach, 
Louisiana; Michael J. Swope of 
Rives Junction, Michigan; Mur- 
ray Whichard of Poway, Califor- 
nia; C.J. Wilson of Oklahoma 
City, Oklahoma; Ross Woodbury 
of Nevada City, California; and 
Richard Wright of Albuquerque. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 


(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t _| 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Joe Bob’s 


OE avers 





Fanztines 


Smite—the zine that breathes down your 


neck! Wash your brain monthly! $1 each or 
$10/year. Box 624, Diboll, TX 75941. 


Fan Clubs 


Ava Cadell: The action heroine, a scene- 


stealer in Andy Sidaris’ shoot-em-ups (Do 
or Die, Hard Hunted, Fit to Kill) is inviting 
fans to sample her steamy stills and much 
more. For further information send S.A.S.E. 
to Ms. Cadell, c/o Five K Sales, 11142 


Fleetwood Street #10, Sun Valley, CA 91352. 


Miscellaneous 


The Drive-In Will Never Die. Try to out- 


live it with Interior Design Nutritional prod- 
ucts. Create health in yourself. Become a 
distributor and work toward financial inde- 
pendence. 

Have set of three Addams Family cereal 
boxes. Make offer. B. Arnstein, P.O. Box 
5207038, Flushing, NY 11352. 

Alien From Moron Seeks Goddess Of Bimbo. 
Have info. . .? Send: Polecat Doobad, Box 
169, Salvisa, KY 40372. 


Video Trades 


Have Jackie “the Joke Man” Martling: Live 
in Concert; Hoof Hearted? Ice Melted. Got 
musicals? B. Arnstein, P.O. Box 703, Flush- 
ing, NY- 11352. 
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